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You make a grown man cry. 


He finally got his wish. 


It's funny how you can wake up one morning and realize that you are, in fact, painfully attracted to somebody 
who's been under your nose for almost ten years. And trust me, it did really happen like that, totally out of 
the blue. This case isn't the first, but you know, it sure as hell is the bloody worst. 


| tore up my bed sheets last night, because earlier that day my mind finally surrendered to the visions of 
everything | wanted to do to Mick. Since then | haven't been able to stop imagining bending him over a sofa and 
letting him have it till he woke up every guest in the hotel. 


Yeah, there is nothing in this world quite like sexual tension. There's no feeling like wanting something so bad 
that your entire body literally shakes and burns with the rage and frustration of not having it. There's no pain 
like it. And it's beyond me simply whacking off and dreaming of fucking the life out of him. Far beyond. That 
fantasy has been seared into my brain with a hot iron, and | don't even have to look at him or think of him 


for the wound to start burning. 


Right now, | don't know why | chose to sit here in front of him and make it worse. I'm coming close to breaking 


the neck of my guitar by clutching it so hard, just because | know I'll wring my own neck-or his-if | don't hold 
onto something. Yeah, it's that bad. 


"Keith," he lilts, "is everything alright with you? Why aren't you listening?" 
Because | don't want to listen to you, you demonic fucking bastard. 


| don't want to sit alone with you in this tiny, humid dressing room and discuss music which we both bloody 
wrote and know better than anything in the world And | definitely don't want to hear your voice when it 
sounds like that Like you know exactly what's tearing at every nerve in my body-which, by the way, you do 
know, you rotten little sod. And you love it, don't you? You know you can say anything to me-like, ‘hey Keith, 
you've got some spinach in your teeth, but we both know what you're really saying. ‘| know you want to shag 


me, you cowardly piece of garbage, so shag me: 


So, after hearing me blubbering, one would naturally assume that | can't get that little snot into the sack, 
correct? Hal Now, that'd be torture, wouldn't it? Like helll For me, that would be bliss. Instead, though, | have 
to clench my fists and bear the fat load of certainty that if there is one thing that Mick wants, it's for me to 
throw him down and tear that arse of his in two. But no, | have to remain cool and restrain myself, because 
leaping at him and screwing him loose would be wrong and not because | make it sound like bloody sexual 


assault. No, he'd love it. But he's my singer, and I'm his guitarist, and you just don't do that. 

"Hey," he snaps, "Keith!" 

"What!" 

One corner of his lip turns up into a smirk. God, those lips. It almost makes me sick. He puts his chin into his 
palm and leans towards me. "What's going through that head of yours?" Gosh, Keith, whatever your problem 
is, would it help if | sit here and flaunt myself like a peacock? No, Mick, it would be more helpful if you 


crucified me right here and now. 


He sighs, leans back, and runs his fingers through his hair, lazily scratching his denim-clad thigh with his other 


hand. Not because it's itchy, of course, but because he'll take any excuse to rub himself in front of me. 

"Oh, Keith. It's not girl troubles, is it? Some girls, you know, they're just no good” 

One of these days, Mick. 

He puts his left foot on my knee and smiles. "You know you can tell me, Keith. Anything. 

| look him in those brown, glinting eyes as | put down my guitar. | caress his calf, and he holds my gaze, stil 


with the corner of his mouth crooked. He slouches into the sofa, and spreads his legs further. God, | want 


those legs thrown over my shoulders. His muscles tense under my palm. 


| look away and pull out a cigarette. 


One of these days, Mick. One of these days.. 


